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	Visitation

_Tick._

The clock on the wall told Amanuma ten minutes remained until his doctor's appointment. He drummed his fingers against his thigh and stared at the ceiling, doing his best to look at ease.

"Tsukihito Amanuma?" The nurse poked her head into the waiting room.

He hopped to his feet and followed after her.

The nurse smiled at him. "Where's your mother, dear?"

Amanuma looked around as if searching for her. The truth was his mother hadn't come; he stolen his insurance cards while she was sleeping, and "forgotten" to wake her up before his appointment. "She must've gone to the restroom," he replied.

The nurse looked down at him warily, but to his surprise waved him forward. He entered the long hallway and followed the nurse to one of the check-up rooms. She opened the door, still smiling.

"Please have a seat on the table."

He shuffled inside the room and sat; a shiver ran up his spine. _The table is cold._

"Dr. Yoichi will be with you shortly." She closed the door behind her.

Amanuma had visited the doctor's before, but never alone. So he couldn't decide if he felt happy with his new-found, but _no doubt _shortly-lived freedom, or nervous that his parents didn't know where he was. His knees banged into each other; his pale hands trembled. He clasped them together, even sat on them, but the trembling wouldn't stop. And his heart rate only increased.

_I'm sure the doctor will be nice. Though _he wished it was his _old doctor_, _whatever his name was. He was nice._

The door swung open.

"Hello, I'm Dr. Yoichi." The man's gray eyes swept around the room. Confusion muddled the doctors aged features as he settled his gaze on Amanuma.

"Hi! I'm Amanuma." He squeaked. "My mother went to the restroom."

"...Alright." He smiled pleasantly. "Let's begin shall we?"

"Okay…"

The doctor put on a pair of latex gloves. "Which arm would you prefer?"

"For what?"

"Blood work." He held up the needle and walked over to him. Amanuma pointed to his left arm. A tinge of pain shot up his arm as the doctor expertly stuck the needle into a vein and drew blood. He took the vial of blood and went to the door, where one of the nurses took it and closed the door behind her.

Next, the doctor instructed him to roll up his sleeve so he could check his blood pressure. It was a reasonable enough request, so he complied. The doctor placed the cuff on his arm.

"You're here for a normal check-up, correct?"

Amanuma nodded.

"Very good. Your blood pressure looks perfect. I'll have you take off your clothes now." He stood up and hung the cuff back on the wall. He picked up a tablet near the sink.

"My-my clothes?" His face flushed suddenly.

Dr. Yoichi nodded nonchalantly, his eyes trained down on his tablet, which he furiously typed into. Though uneasy, Amanuma complied. The doctor had probably told this to hundreds of patients before _anyway. Probably seen hundreds of naked bodies before._ He began with his tee shirt. Then his sneakers and socks. But when he went to take off his jeans, he froze in embarrassment.

"Is your mother still in the restroom?" the doctor asked; a note of sarcasm came with the last word. "I'll retrieve her if you'll feel more comfortable."

"No!" _Of course not. _The whole point of him coming here was to prove to his loathsome parents he really could do whatever he wanted. Like go to the doctor's office on his own. Or even go to the pool on his own, like he planned on doing after his visit was over.

He slid out of his jeans with shaky hands.

Dr. Yoichi blinked. But he seemed to not notice the cause of Amanuma's intense embarrassment, being that he was wearing his favorite blue speedo. It was a little small and felt a bit too tight, but his parents had refused to buy him a new one. _They never do anything for me._

"I-I was going to the pool…after my appointment…" he began.

The doctor waved at him dismissively. "No matter. Let's check the rest of you. We'll start with the mouth, open wide." The doctor stuck a wooden stick in his mouth and stared inside with an unnerving intensity. "Looks good. I'll check your ears next." The doctor checked his body systematically, eyes, nose, ears, all the while idly chatting about the weather.

It had rained heavily the past few days, but the sky had finally cleared up to reveal the blue sky. Amanuma was excited to finally spend some time outdoors and in the water.

"Let's check your temperature."

"Temperature?"

"Don't want you leaving sick now, do we?" The doctor grinned.

Amanuma opened his mouth; Yoichi placed the thermometer on the back of his tongue.

_Beep._

"98.7. Almost perfect."

_Almost perfect? What does that even mean? _ "That's good, right?"

"Oh yes, 98.6 is perfect, but you should be fine. Body temperature can vary slightly even among the healthy."

"Oh okay. What's next?"

Yoichi glanced down at his tablet. "You're immunizations records look to be up to date. Have you had a flu shot this year?"

"Yep, during the winter."

"Excellent, I'll check your pulse next." The doctor grabbed a stethoscope that hung on the wall. He placed the pieces in his own ears and instructed Amanuma to sit upright. He placed the chest piece on his heart. Yoichi listened silently for a minute. "Sounds healthy," the doctor said. "Take a deep, slow breath. Like you would before going swimming."

Amanuma took a deep breath, letting his chest rise and fall. He repeated the action thrice more until the doctor gave a small nod, removed the chest piece and placed the stethoscope back on the wall.

"Lie down please. I'm going to check your abdomen for lumps, tenderness, anything out of the ordinary. Your organs. Also, any unusual marks."

Amanuma gulped, but nodded and laid back against the cold table while the doctor checked him carefully. "Do I have cancer?"

Yoichi chuckled. "No, no. No lumps. Everything feels perfect. Next we'll weigh you. I must apologize, but the scale is out there." He crossed the room and opened the door. "It's just outside the door to your left and no one will see you."

Hesitantly, Amanuma exited the room. True to his word, the scale was to his left and just outside the door. He jumped on it, knees shaking violently. His face grew hot; it seemed to him that Dr. Yoichi was taking too long to come out and weigh him.

_What is he doing anyway?_

A nurse shuffled by escorting an old lady to an examination room and Amanuma had to resist the urge to hide. _Wearing this was a stupid idea._

The doctor came out and turned on the scale. _Beep._ "Hmm…seems a bit underweight, but I'll verify your height first," he said. "Please stand next to that ruler over by the wall."

Amanuma scurried to the ruler, pressing his head and back against the wall.

"Yes…you are a bit underweight. Only a few pounds or so."

"It's cause I exercise," he replied, proudly.

"Yes. Swimming is very good exercise, but you should make sure you're eating enough." The doctor cast a cursory glance at his speedo. "Please sit back on the table."

Amanuma hurried inside and hopped onto the table. His nerves had largely dissipated, but his anxiety was replaced with another feeling. _Something_ he couldn't quite place as he watched Dr. Yoichi type something into his tablet.

"Your skin and nails look healthy. Lungs check out." The doctor smiled. "How have you been feeling lately?"

"Alright I guess."

"Just alright? Nothing out of the ordinary? No strange aches or unusual pain anywhere?"

Amanuma shook his head. _Really, I feel fine doc._

"How's your vision? When was your last eye doctor appointment?"

"I have perfect vision. Uh...last year I think."

"You should have your parents schedule a new one soon, to make sure your vision remains…perfect." D.r Yoichi smiled. "Preventative care is the best care."

Amanuma nodded.

"Now, do you take any medications?"

"Nope!"

"Any headaches? Sore muscles from all that swimming," the doctor asked.

Warmth spread across his face, again. "N-no, no sore muscles, and no headaches either."

"Any specific allergies?"

"My eyes water during the spring."

"Yes, hay fever. Any over the counter allergy medicine should combat that problem. Nothing else, correct?"

"No, nothing else," Amanuma confirmed. "No other allergies I mean."

"Very good." Dr. Yoichi nodded. "Very good indeed. You seem to be in near perfect health."

A knock on the door drew both of their attention away from each other. The doctor shuffled over and opened it. The nurse, the same one from earlier, had a small bundle of papers in her hand, which she extended toward the doctor. Yoichi took them, thanked her, and shut the door behind him. He looked over the papers. A slight frown pulled on the corners of his lips.

"Your blood work revealed you do have an iron deficiency. It's nothing serious, certainly not life-threatening." Dr. Yoichi crossed the room to the sink. He picked up one of the bottles labelled iron tablets sitting on the counter and twisted it open. He grabbed a small cup from the sink counter, turned on the faucet, and filled it with water. "You can get iron over the counter at any drugstore, or grocery store. I'd recommend you buy it and take the pills regularly. Once or twice a day, no more than that." Yoichi handed him the cup and pills.

Amanuma took both and eyed them warily for a moment, before downing the pills with the water. "Can I go now?"

"Yes." The doctor handed him the papers. "Bring these to the front desk receptionist...the nurse will lead you there."

He took the papers, sliding off the examination table and making his way to the door hastily. The nurse stood outside smiling, _she never told me her name. Weird_. Her name badge was flipped backwards, and it had probably just slipped her mind _or whatever._

The hall seemed to tilt as he walked down it and he suddenly felt uneasy. Not uneasy. _Dizzy. But _the doctor said he was fine, _so it must just be my nerves._

But the room around him grew quieter; he could see the nurse talking, but he couldn't hear anything she was saying. His vision only grew darker and darker…

* * *

><p>The feeling of cold, hard metal against his back was the first sensation he noticed. Hot light shone down on his face.<p>

_Did I just faint?_

He opened his eyes. The light above him blinded him momentarily, forcing him to close them for a few seconds. He strained to keep them open. His vision was blurred and seemed to return slowly. The room around him was dark save for a single light fixture that swung above him ponderously as if on a pendulum.

The realization hit him slowly. He was strapped to an operating table. He wasn't wearing anything except his speedo, the thought of which made him blush in shame. And the room was empty; quiet. There was no doctor, no nurse, no other patients. Aside from the operating table he lay on and another small table carrying a tray right beside it, the room was strangely empty.

_Am I still in the hospital? _He tugged against his restraints; he couldn't move his hands, nor legs, or even lift up his head to see what was around him. A million thoughts raced through his mind. Had he been kidnapped in the hospital? _No, _that thought was preposterous. The nurse had been standing right beside him.

Was he still at the hospital then?

Perhaps, this was a joke. His parents' way of chastising him for playing adult. _Yeah, it's probably just a joke._

Cold sweat broke out over his forehead and a strange sort of fear washed over him. He thrashed against his restraints, trying to break free, until his wrists ached. "Is anyone there?" He yelled. But his voice echoed across the room, unanswered.

The door scraped loudly as it opened. Light flooded the room.

"Oh good you're awake." It was Dr. Yoichi. The man shuffled over to the table and stood over him, observing him with a detached expression.

"W-what's go-going on?" Amanuma did his best to sound aggressive, but his voice sounded squeaky even to his own ears.

"It's time for your operation."

"No-no you must be mistaken. I don't need an operation. I'm perfectly health—"

"You'll make the perfect specimen." The doctor placed a hand on his forehead. He seemed to not be paying attention to him at all as he studied him. "You know, it's really hard to come by healthy specimens nowadays."

"W-what?"

"Everyone's so full of garbage these days. Stuffing themselves with chemicals and drugs." The doctor shook his head and chuckled. "But you are perfect. You're in perfect health."

Amanuma screamed. For help, for the nurse whose named he didn't know, for his parents. The doctor flinched, seemingly surprised at the outburst. His expression swiftly reverted to its normal, blank state.

"There's no point in screaming. It's quite irritating actually and no one is going to come help you." The doctor picked up a scalpel off a nearby tray next to the operating table. "On second thought, that's a little too cruel even for me." He picked a vial and needle instead.

Amanuma screamed louder. Not anything coherent, but the sort of sounds a scared child might make. If he wasn't so afraid, he might laugh at how pathetic he sounded.

The doctor jumped at the noise, dropping the vial which shattered on the floor, spilling a transparent liquid across the floor. With a sighed, he kicked the glass away and reached into a drawer. "I didn't want to do this, but I'm afraid you're making too much noise."

The doctor had a large roll of silver duct tape in his hands. Yoichi ripped off some of the tape and deftly placed it across his mouth. He lifted up his head gently and covered Amanuma's mouth until he was satisfied, and Amanuma screams sounded like the muffled cries of a mouse.

The tape fell to the ground forgotten, and the doctor grabbed another vial off his tray. He stuck it in Amanuma's arm. "This will put you to sleep. It shouldn't take long and hopefully you won't feel anything." He set the vial back on the tray and picked up the scalpel.

Amanuma tugged at his restraints, but the first wave of drowsiness swept over him like a blanket and he found it difficult to even move his fingers. His breathing slowed and his eyelids grew heavy.

Yoichi hovered above him, scalpel in his hands. Amanuma's heartbeat quickened and he felt a burst of energy go through him as he tried again to break free from his restraints. The burst faded, replaced by a gaping terror that touched every part of his body.

_I don't wanna die. _Tears sprang into his eyelids. He felt tired again; his eyelids sagged.

The doctor placed the scalpel on his chest and pressed gently. "My work is always perfect. There's no need to worry."

_I don't wanna die! I don't wanna die! _

The edges around his vision grew black until his whole world was nothing but an ocean of darkness. The sound of laughter, low and throaty, rang through the air.

But even in his drug addled state he was able to recognize the cackle of laughter.


End file.
